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Appeared in sight, and near'd the coast. The splash 
Of oars that sparkling dip — the gladsome shout. 
Were heard, sweeping along the scarce-felt breeze, 
The little boat grates on the sand. A sweet 
Sensation burst upon the maid. " 'Tis he ! 
'Tis he !" she cried ; and Henry fondly clasp'd 
All that to him was dear — his hope, his life. 
The thrill of happy and exalted love 
Rushed thro' their souls. In speechless ecstacy 
They gazed upon each other ; but theireyes 
Spoke love's own language. Hymen join d their hands — 
Their hearts were long united. 
Lnburn, 1831. H. M'C. 



VALENTINE'S DAY. 

Neither you, Mr. Editor, nor your readers can be ignorant, that the 
14th of February is a day appointed by politico-lovers, for describing 
their mistresses' perfections and their own agonies, and for evincing their 
taste in selecting curiously bordered sheets of paper, and their genius in 
rhyming among the roses and Cupids which ornament them. The three 
days consecutive on this festival of Apollo, I have been more actively 
engaged than if I had dropped into Paris during the most eventful pe- 
riod of its late revolution; and I have found the shortest month in the 
twelve, to be most favourable for making those fishing visitations, which 
the members of the Pry family love to inflict on their acquaintances. 

During this day, there are few houses, indeed, in our metropolis, at 
which a jaded postman has not been detected by some optics which cu- 
riously watch his deliveries ; and even those who received or assert they 
received nothing from his hands, can derive pleasure from hearing what 
amatory and elegant epistles have been received by their neighbours. 
What a golden moment for the inquisitive and loquacious ! and what 
pain and pleasure can be given at this time by an industrious and com- 
municative visitor .' Many a votary of love and verse have I made hap- 
py by the assurance, that his effusion got safely through the guardian 
dragons of an aunt's ears and grandmother's spectacles, and was de- 
voured by the identical bright, eyes that inspired its writer ; and count- 
less are the pangs I have given to the envious, by describing valentines 
which excelled in poetry and devotion. As I am pretty much in the 
confidence of my fair friends, I have been admitted to a perusal of some 
thousands of those annuals, and cannot resist the temptation of telling 
what I know to the National Magazine — trusting that, as I have 
heen compelled to promise secresy, my confidential communications 
" shall go no farther." The greater number of the cherished billets 
that I have looked over, have been familiar to me for the last twenty 
years, and are, of course, no mysteries ; but the following appearing to 
be original, I have ventured to enclose them as candidates for a corner 
in the Maga, anticipating the pride and pleasure their several writers 
must experience, when they find their ephemeral productions embalmed 
into immortality in its pages. 

The first I got access to, endeavoured " to imitate the honourable Ro- 
man in brevity"— viz. : 

Small space thy Valentine affords 

For charms like yours, or love like mine ; 

But passion doth not speak in words, 
And beauty shames the Poet's line. 



306 Valentine's Day. 

Then bid me not unveal my breast, 
Or paint the charms triumphant there ; 

Those charms, all eyes have well confess' d, 
This love, my own can best declare. 

Small space indeed ! — a margin three inches in breadth, composed of 
flowers and darts, and all the armoury of love, formed a hollow-square 
on the paper, in the centre of which the verses were imprisoned, and 
the lover's eyes were left to declare the greater part of his passion, with- 
out the aid of the muses. 

The second was adorned with the counterfeit presentment of two 
plump and ruddy hearts, pierced and connected by one arrow, and dis- 
tilling large clots of blood, which seemed to fall like " the first of a 
thunder-shower," over this stanza beneath them : 

The fatal shaft has sped — its " gray goose quill 
In my heart's blood is wet." I felt the dart 
Through auricle and ventricle ; and still, 
Worse than a tooth-ache's agonizing smart, 
I feel it in my perforated heart : 
Alas, that I should be thy target, Love ! 

Could'st thou not make her own thy cruel art, 
Whose softness emulates thy mother's dove, 
And hit two hearts at once — like those pourtray'd above ? 
In a third a rose was concealed, which expanded into full bloom when 
the paper was opened ; while an elastic Cupid sprang ready armed from 
its bosom. This device, which, like wit, was intended to create sur- 
prise and pleasure, was unriddled by the lover, in this " halting sonnet 
of his own pure brain" — 

The archer is Love, and thou art the rose ; 

His bow is thine eye, and each glance is the dart, 
That a look with the force of a catapult throws 

On the mark — and that mark is thy Valentine's heart. 
And like Captain Swing's, each incendiary aim 

Bears fire to the spot where it secretly flies ; 
While the spark that it leaves, soon expands to a flame— 

Or the blazes are fann'd by the bellows of sighs ! 

Another was ornamented with a profusion of hounds, hunting-horns, 
fishing taskle, Mantons, and all the essentials for field-sports, the ap- 
plication of which to a rhyme of passion was not sufficiently obvious : 
in the midst of these emblems the following lines were discernible, in 
all the regularity of ruled ranks : 

When Phidius first resolved to give 

A sculptur'd goddess to mankind, 
He said, this stone thro' time shall live, 

With every female charm combin'd. 
Oh then what crowds his study throng'd ! 

One gave the eyes of love and light, 
To this the waving tress belong' d, 

To that the breast, that swell'd in white. 
Some lent their feet, and some their arms, 

Some sat for certain airs and graces ; 
In short he stole his marble charms, 

From twenty-thousand forms and faces. 
Ah, Mag ! of all they shew'd possess'd, 

Had Phidius then thy beauty known, 
How quickly he'd dismiss the rest, 

To keep you in his room alone ! 
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A fifth "simplex manditiis" was written like Rousseau's Julie, 

" On paper gilt-edged, without blot or erasure," 

but was destitute of the embossed or coloured border, which usually en- 
croached on the lover's composition. In this instance, the writer ap- 
peared to be one of those inveterate scribblers who are sure to overflow 
all the space allowed them, and to carry their ideas to the bottom of the 
page, with interminable verbosity. The following are but a few of his 
stanzas : 

Full many a pen to day will speak 

Of passion s soul, and beauty's eye ; 
And make the roses on your cheek 

Take from their praise, a deeper dye : 
They'll tell of love whose quenchless glow, 

Lives like the beacon's guiding fire ; 
Tho' storm-lash'd billows rage below, 
It burns undimm'd above their ire. 

They'll sing thy beauty, and their lays 

Must catch a lustre from the theme ; 
The eye's blue heaven and starry rays, 

The waving tresses' golden gleam, 
Sweet lips, that pout to part and meet, 

The gentle tones they love to breathe, 
And graces sparkling, warm and sweet 

As the young summer's dewy wreath. 

All this the pen can smoothly feign, 

The tongue can vow it o'er again ; 
But he who feels true passion's pain, 

Turns from the aid of tongue and pen : 
The starting tear, the changing cheek, 

The faltering words that idly rove ; 
Oh, these, not feeble verse, should speak 

The Valentine, fond maid ! of Love. 

The following is evidently a London imitation of Milesian blunder 
and gallantry — the premeditated bulls are quite Cockney; exempli 
gratia : 

Do not, before you break the seal, fling this into the fire, 

Nor, e'er you read a word within it, tear it in your ire ; 

Nor from your door, in postman's bag, unclaim'd let it depart ; 

To write it nearly crack d my brain— but that would burst my heart. 

'Twas not your twenty-thousand pounds that bade my soul adore, 

(Your servant told me that's the sum — it may be less Or more ;) 

But 'twas the glance, above the screen, I caught from your bright eye; 

You must be tall to see above it— I am six feet high ! 

I'm master of good pistols, spurs and whiskers — each a brace ; 

I feel within a dauntless heart — without, a dauntless face : 

But if you like another man, that fellow is my mark, 

And if he be a gentleman, I'll shoot him in the Park ! 

And now, Mr. Editor, I shall for the present take my leave ; for the 
setting stars and almost exhausted paper " suadent somno." Wishing 
to our national boast, your Maga, what it deserves— all the eyes and 
spectacles in the island, 

I remain your most humble and obliged servant, 

Paul Pry. 



